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to stay that the old fellow, who was by no means as cross as he

appeared, was at length touched by his entreaties, let Hm come in,

and after giving him some food, showed him quite a nice bed in one

corner of the room.   The weary tailor required no rocking to rest,

but slept sound till early morning, when he was roused from his

slumbers by a tremendous noise.   Loud screams and shouts pierced

the thin walls of the little hut.   The tailor, with new-born courage,

sprang up, threw on his clothes with all speed and hurried out.

There he saw a huge black bull engaged in a terrible fight with a

fine large stag.   They rushed at each other with such fury that the

ground seemed to tremble under them and the whole air to be filled

with their cries.   For some time it appeared quite uncertain which

would be the victor, but at length the stag drove his antlers with

such force into his opponent's body that the bull fell to the ground

with a terrific roar, and a few more strokes finished him.

The tailor, who had been watching the fight with amazement,
was still standing motionless when the stag, bounded up to him, and
before he had time to escape forked him up with its great antlers,
and set off at full gallop over hedges and ditches, hill and dale,
through wood and water. The tailor could do nothing but hold on
tight with both hands to the stag's horns and resign himself to his
fate. He felt as if he were fiying along. At length the stag paused
before a steep rock and gently let the tailor down to the ground.

Feeling more dead than alive, he paused for a while to collect his
scattered senses, but when he seemed somewhat restored the stag
struck such a blow on a4oor in the rock that it flew open. Flames
of fire rushed forth, and such clouds of steam followed that the stag
had to avert its eyes. The tailor could not think what to do or
which way to turn to get away from this awfol wilderness, and to
find his way back amongst human beings once more.

As he stood hesitating, a voice from the rock cried to him: * Step
in without fear, no harm shall befall you.'

He still lingered, but some mysterious power seemed to impel
him, and passing through the door he found himself in a spacious
hall, whose ceiling, walls, and floor were covered with polished tiles
carved all over with unknown figures. He gazed about, full of
wonder, and was just preparing to walk out again when the same
voice bade him: * Tread on the stone in the middle of the hall, and
good luck will attend you.'

By this time he had grown so courageous that he did not hesi-
tate to obey the order, and hardly had he stepped on the stone than
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